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Disillusioned 


Author's Notes: 

Sorta based on some interviews and stuff | was reading/watching/listening to and there was something where 
Duff said (about Izzy) something like: "I remember when he got sober, | was watching him. Really early on and 
in the early 90s, and the moment that he became at peace with himself was the moment | also recognized 
that he's not going to be here very much longer." I've always wanted to do a piece like this one so I'm glad | 
finally got it written! Hope you enjoy! 


1985 

"Hey, Duff?" 

‘Mhmm." | respond distractedly, flicking through a magazine with one hand in the fading light of a Los Angeles 
afternoon filtering in through the window, the other hand absent-mindedly playing with the padlock around my 


neck. 


Silence. 


"Duff?" Izzy repeats, and his usually rock steady voice is injected with something new, a striking sincerity in 
just one word that conveys a disheartening, unnerving, even harrowing sense of pleading. | look up from my 
perch on the stained, worn-out old armchair we found in an alley somewhere once (actually the only piece of 
furniture in this whole room), concern shooting through my entire body, my own reaction taking me by 


surprise. The rhythm guitarist has my full attention now. 


"What is it, man?" | ask anxiously, uneasily, feeling edgy and itching to see what's bothering the normally so 


unfazed guitarist. 


Izzy swallows once, licks his cracked lips, lets out a puff of smoke from the cigarette held between the pointer 
and middle fingers of his right hand. He flicks some ashes onto the floor on which he is sitting cross-leqged 


against a wall before looking up at me with bewildered, exploratory eyes. 


"Some part of us is eternal, right?" He pauses, dark eyes full of desperation, as if expecting an answer, but I'm 
not sure what he wants to hear. He sounds lost, broken, voice as cracked and dry as his skin. "This isn't all just 
going to fade away someday, is it? Tell me this isn't all just going to fade away." He pleads, an eerie expression 

of disorientation on his face, and | don't know if it's actually him or just the heroin talking but, either way, it 


scares me. 
What is he even referring to? 


| reach for my bottle of vodka, feeling the sudden need to soothe my burning throat. A nervous sweat 
threatens to break out on my forehead. | don't know why l'm so spooked, it must be something in the way 
Izzy's gaze is following me so intently, like a harsh spotlight onstage just waiting for me to fuck up and 
disappoint all the spectators. | guess he's awaiting some kind of reassurance, but | don't think | can give it to 
him, and somehow l'm more petrified of never seeing those dark eyes light up again, of being inadequate, unable 
to fulfill his needs, than | ever would be of messing up in front of a crowd of thousands of fans, or even 


hundreds of thousands. 


Izzy's murky face is shrouded in plaintive apprehension. It shades his eyes and emotions like a dark cloud does 
the afternoon sky, and it makes him even harder to read than he already is by nature. His terror to let go 
(whatever it is he's afraid to let go of) is infecting me. | let out a jittery, nervous little giggle that | cringe at 


the second it leaves my mouth. 

"What are you talkin’ about, 122?" 

"| don't know man, it's like.. yeah, we're kinda broke and starvin' all the time and no one really knows who we 
are yet but, like.. we're us, and maybe we party too much and shit but.. | don't want things to change, y'know? 
| love all you guys, | love you, | love Slash, | love Steven.. and Axl can be a dick but, fuck, | love him too. D'ya 


understand?" 


"Oh" A small sigh of relief escapes my lips as | realize Izzy isn't getting all existential or any of that shit like 


he sometimes does when he's high. He's just thinking about what the band means to him, and | can relate to 
that. | can finally relax a little. | hadn't even noticed how much I'd tensed up. 


"I just... l'm afraid of wakin' up one day years from now and realizing | can't remember who the fuck | was," 
Izzy continues when | show no sign of adding anything else to the conversation. "Things are hard and | want us 
to grow and make more fuckin’ fantastic music and maybe make some decent fuckin! money so we don't gotta 
live off scraps anymore, but | don't want us to lose who we are. | mean, Axl's already becoming a different 
fuckin’ person than | knew before we came out here and maybe he's growing and that's okay but.. what if we 


just lose ourselves?" 


| reflect for a moment, allow my booze-soaked brain the time it needs to digest what he has just said. It 
seems to me that Izzy is always one step ahead of the rest of the band intellectually, and thinks about things 
that none of us ever really bother with. On the one hand, | kind of wish | could just continue in my blissful 
oblivion and total neglect of thinking about the future, because imagining things changing so drastically is just 
as scary as it is exciting. But on the other hana, Izzy hardly ever lets anyone in, and truthfully I've been 
waiting for an opportunity to get closer with him. So | decide to try and indulge him. 


| do feel that we're on the brink of something huge, and though | haven't been able to quite put a name to it 
yet, | recognize that it's going to be life-changing. | myself am more excited than anything else for what's to 
come, | think, and I'm still a little disconcerted by this strange sadness-trip Izzy seems to be on, brimming with 
premature nostalgia. However, | suppose that that might not be what Izzy wants to hear right now, so instead 
| attempt to focus my brain on trying to come up with some half-assed guise of comfort for him. Its more 
difficult than | thought it would be. | swallow apprehensively and look across the room at him. 


Izzy's gaze is fixed intently on his hands, which are trembling slightly as he pulls another cigarette out of the 
pack that's next to him on the floor. 


"Toss me one of those, would ya?" | grin at him in an attempt to make him feel more relaxed, but | grin 
possibly a little too hard to be convincing and Izzy remains wary as ever as he flips the whole pack at me. | 
catch it, fumble, almost drop it but don't. | place a cigarette between my own dry lips with the kind of ease 
that comes with experience, as if | have been placing cigarettes in my mouth all my life. Well, | guess | have 
for most of it. My gaze is locked on Izzy, contemplating his impenetrable exterior. An exterior that | see 
wavering today, for the first time ever since | met him. He's lighting his cigarette with an old knock-off Zippo 
we probably also found in alley somewhere once, and this reminds me that | don't have a lighter of my own on 
me, so | toss my magazine aside and step across the room (fairly quickly; shout-out to my long legs), and plop 
myself on the floor next to the rhythm guitarist, slumping down against the wall. Izzy plucks my cigarette 
from my slightly parted lips with graceful fingers that are still quivering a little, and trades it for the lit one 


out of his own mouth. For some reason this action makes me feel sorta warm and fuzzy inside. 


"Thanks." | inhale, exhale a remarkable cloud of smoke, and am silent for a while, still considering what to do, 
what to say. Izzy hasn't said another word about his fears even though | could tell he wasn't done with what 
he had to say before. It's probably my fault he stopped talking, because now he seems almost embarrassed 


about having shared so much. | don't want to peek at him for too long, but | could swear | see a tint of red in 


those pale cheeks, shielded in wisps of jet black hair, out of the corner of my eye. 


The rhythm guitarist smells of cigarette smoke and faded denim (does faded denim have a smell? I'm not sure, 
but if it does, it's Izzy), and | find myself oddly compelled by it, drawn into its intoxicating singularity. l'm so 
focused on trying to put a name to this particular scent which | have never perceived quite so strongly 
before that | don't even realize l'm migrating closer and closer to the other man until my head is almost 


resting on his shoulder, my peroxide-blonde hair tickling an unprotected strip of his neck. 


As soon as | become aware of this, | expect Izzy to jerk away from me, but he doesn't. Instead, he turns his 
face and leans closer into me, slowly burying himself in my hair. | can't see him anymore but by now | can feel 
the heat radiating off his cheeks, know for a fact he's blushing. | myself feel a flush start creeping into my 
own cheeks, gradually at first, then abruptly, without warning. | suck in a deep breath and let the exhilarating 
scent of the rhythm guitarist fill every crevice of my body, sending a thrilling jolt of electricity through me. 
My body literally jolts from the power of it, and this unfortunately shocks Izzy out of the brief, intimate, 
affectionate moment we were having. He sits back, his cheeks very clearly burning a decidedly brighter red 
than they had been before. My gaze follows him back against the wall, but he stares straight ahead in silence 
for a few seconds before looking down at the floor where he puts out his cigarette, adding its stub to the 
collection that has been growing there all afternoon. I'm still slumped down on the floor, not looking away from 
him, and | can feel my mouth hanging slightly open but for some reason | can't close it. Eventually, his dark 


eyes come back to meet my own. 


"What?" he demands, feigning annoyance. My face breaks into an amused grin and | reach across him to put 
my own cigarette out on his little graveyard of stubs. As | do so, my arm brushes across his thigh, covered 
in black denim. | feel a little twitch in response. Izzy's blush, which has just started to evanesce, returns with a 


burning vengeance, and my grin promptly widens. | can't help it. 


Before | have time to talk myself out of it, lm moving my arm again, this time to Izzy's face. My rough, 
calloused hand settles on his pale cheek and before he can even comprehend what's happening, | pull him down 


into a clumsy kiss. 


A nervous kind of exhilaration fills the space between our bodies and the air is buzzing with things unsaid, 
things neither of us knew we wanted to say until now, things that no longer have to be said now that we're 


kissing. 


| pull him closer until he's on my lap, never letting go of his lips, wanting so badly to feel his body against 
mine, wanting to trap that feeling of elation between us and never let it escape. I'm indescribably happy when 
he appears to want the same, grabbing fistfuls of my hair in one hand and gripping my shoulder for dear life 
in the other, and when we finally break apart to catch our breaths he leans his forehead against mine, strands 
of our sweaty hair intermixed and sticking to each other, dark and light united in sublime harmony. My chest 
is heaving, my skin is afire, every inch of my being is screaming for Izzy, screaming for more, but | force it 
to wait. Instead of giving in to the primal, carnal craving that's coursing through my veins | kiss him softly, 
gingerly instead, and my blood feels like liquid gold. There are butterflies beneath my ribcage and when his 
eyelids flutter open and he's staring into my eyes, they break loose in a rush of endorphins. 


| see a smirk crack the corners of his lips and | know l'm in trouble. 
When he finally regains composure and his breathing returns to its normal pace he opens his mouth to speak 


"Well.. we've never done that before." | laugh in a hot exhale of breath and am exceedingly aware of him, just 
him, every part of him, from that faded-denim smell to the asymmetry of his jawline to the feel of his thighs 
on top of my own leather-clad ones. | kiss the top of his chest where his shirts unbuttoned, kiss my way up 


his neck, his jaw, his cheek, nibble on his earlobe. 
"See, change doesn't necessarily have to be so bad, does it?" | murmur against his searing skin 


Izzy laughs, a real laugh, and I'm not sure I've seen one of those before, at least not in response to something 
I've done or said. I'm thinking | could get used to the incandescence of the sound and the way it lights me up 
inside. He hits me playfully before rolling off me and collapsing next to me against the wall once more. 
Reluctantly, | let him, but only because l'm pretty sure I'll be able to get him back into that position later. He 
pulls out two cigarettes, one for each of us. The silence that follows is blissful and at some point during it his 
free hand finds mine. I'm the first one to speak again, finally having found the words to express what I've 


wanted to say to him since | saw that first glimmer of uncertainty cross his features earlier. 


"No, but seriously, man, it's gonna be fine. You're more sure of yourself than any other person | know. | mean 

it, you're lzzy fuckin’ Stradlin and you're never gonna lose yourself. Whatever's gonna happen, it doesn't matter. 
Hell, | wish | could be half as confident in who | am. Honestly.. | admire you." He doesn't respond right away and 

after a moment | steal a glance in his direction. 


He's putting out his cigarette on the graveyard, but that playful little smirk is gracing his lips anew and the 
anxiety has left his gorgeous eyes. 


"Thanks." He says, and | know he really means it. | grin and lean in to kiss him once again. 


Time passes kinda quickly after that. The days, weeks, and months are a blur of sex, music, booze, countless 
gigs, studios, drugs, sex. Izzy. Before | know it, we've been signed, by Geffen no less, and suddenly we have an 
album out. One day | wake up and we're touring the world. 


1987 


| think we're somewhere in Germany, maybe the Netherlands. I'm playing the opening bassline of "It's So Easy" 
and sauntering across the stage. | toss my head back, flipping my hair. I'm on top of the world, or at least 
closer to it than I've ever been before. | glance over at Izzy. He's already looking at me, observing me, admiring 
me. Our eyes meet and | feel that jolt of electricity I've come to know so well by now. Both of our faces break 


out into broad smiles. We might actually be happy. 


| watch him through the years, sometimes pausing only to marvel at how the time continues to slip away 
from me. l'm fascinated by him in all his mysterious intrigue, and with each day that passes | become more 
and more sure that | love him. Or rather of how much | love him, because whether | do has never been much 
of a question, looking back. I'm proud of how I've gotten through to him, proud of the fact that | know him so 
well by now that | can safely say he feels the same. And maybe | never have felt entirely worthy, but maybe 
that's okay. And through it all | never forget that day back in that empty sunlit room; the first moment he 


ever let me in. 


Years later, when he gets sober and | don't, we share a similar moment to that first afternoon, only this time 


his question is a little bit different. 


I 
"Duff" 


The room isn't the same (hell, these days we can afford much better than that piece of shit we called a 
house back then), but it's similarly barren. Izzy's always been a man of minimalism. At least the armchair I'm 
sitting on now isn't stolen, ratty, or infested with bugs like that other one probably was. Izzy's on a couch this 
time, but on the floor next to him there's a graveyard of cigarette stubs once again. | actually kinda think he 
enjoys making those, cause | know there's gotta be an ashtray around here somewhere. The graveyard is 
significantly larger this time, though. Since he quit the drink and drugs he's been smoking like a fucking 
chimney. Even more so than he used to, | mean, which was already a lot. 


The dying afternoon sunlight is warming my cheek through the glass of the window and my eyes are closed, 
appreciating the warmth on my blemished, bloated skin. I'm a little lost in my own world, in the silence we sit in 
a lot because Izzy doesn't like to talk too much. | don't mind it, though. Now, however, he repeats my name 


again, a little louder than the first time but also a little more unsure. 
"Duff?" 


"Yeah, lzz" | blink my eyes open, squinting as they readjust to the room, and let them settle on him. | think to 
myself, not for the first time, that he's beautiful. 


| been thinking...” 


Okay, nothing unusual about that. So why do the cold hands of fear clamp around my heart in the startling 
way that they do? Is it something in his expression, some kind of an almost-undetectable faltering of his usual 
resolute demeanor that causes the disquieting dread that's beginning to thicken in my chest? Or maybe it's 
something in his tone, in the slight wobble of it, a quality | don't think I've heard in the same way since that 
afternoon those years ago in that old house. | try to swallow but my throat is so dry. | wish | had some 
vodka, but I'm trying to be a decent fucking guy and not drink in front of him, so | don't keep it places | know 
he's gonna be anymore. 


| stand up and make my way over to him on unsteady legs, settling on having a cigarette instead. It won't do 
anything for my desert of a throat, but at least itll give my hands something to do other than wring each 
other. | sit next to him and take one from his pack. He rotates to face me. His eyes are overcast and 
searching, his stare burning holes in my face. Normally | love it when he looks at me, love the electric 
euphoria it creates, but right now it feels harsh and | think | preferred the sun. 


"| don't know, man," he proceeds, after a minute of silence that lasts a lifetime. "Like... this can't really be all 
there is, can it?" 


The air goes out of me all at once like I've been punched in the stomach. | want to ask him what he means, 
but there's no use because | already know. | already know that what he means is that he got his shit together 
first and woke up to the debauched bullshit only a cloak of insobriety can disguise. So | don't ask him what he 
means because | don't want to hear what | already know, what I've known for a while but kept a secret from 
everyone including myself: that he's leaving. But now the secret's out from whatever deep-down, cloistered, 
lonesome part of myself I've been keeping it caged in, and its hanging over us like storm clouds, and there's no 


shelter in sight, and no more light. The sun's gone down, outside of my grasp and my conscious understanding. 


| stare at the wretched, blank walls of this godforsaken room and vainly blink back tears. He swallows next to 
me and in the thundering silence | want to hate him but | can't. | lift my cigarette with a heavy, shaking hand, 


pull on it, and exhale into the hopelessness. 
Time passes kinda quickly after that too, and before | know it, he's gone. 
Yeah, Izzy's always known who he is and who he isn't. | don't know why he ever worried that he'd lose himself. 


He's always been so painfully, excruciatingly sure of himself and the person he is. And he'll stick to his guns, 


always, regardless of who gets hurt in the process. 


